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CHAPTER III.
So long as I followed the course of the Loire,
I was each day surrounded, though not by
magnificent, yet by a beautiful and happy kind
of scenery ; but as often as I quitted its banks
for a few days, in order that I might pursue a
more direct line towards the mountains of Sa-
voy, which now began dimly to appear in the
horizon, so often was I compelled to pass over
a level and treeless soil, and with the captive
of twenty years imprisonment, when led into
the street only to be executed at the other end,
I began to sigh," O, that I might but look on a
green tree once more !" And I shall long re-
member the cheerful and delightful sensation,
as I again drew near the verdant tracts, and
then listened to the distant sound of the rapid
Loire.
During one of these detours, but through a
well-wooded plain, on my way towards the old
city of Bourges, I had long been pacing
through a deep and dusty lane formed pur-
posely to exclude every breath of air, while the
sun appeared to be heaping coals of fire on my
devoted head. I was at length compelled to